ing directly from that of the bards and scops, whose arrival was indeed a special occasion, special enough to have a room set aside, and food and drink served. In a less gracious era, a prefatory statement must do the work of clearing out and setting aside space for the story-event to follow.
The storyteller becomes his own host, invites himself to tell his own story, and prepares an imagined audience for it.
What is remarkable about this first paragraph is its manner of delivery.
As we mentioned, the paragraph consists of one single sentence, and what a breathless sentence it is. In it we are told the time and place of the event (that it was night, the ocean, in a fishing boat), the circumstances that sur rounded the story (that all the men in the boat were lying drunk, except the narrator), and the narrator's own involvement in the events (that he kept attempting to awaken the crew, with no success). All of this infor mation is conveyed to us with the aid of a series of coordinate conjunc tions, and is therefore rather rapid-fire.
After the initial situating, the story follows immediately, first with a paragraph on the scarcity of herring during that season, and then with the following, tenuously connected paragraph.
In the interest of brevity, we will not present the Manx in this or in subsequent citations.
We got so much one night as did for one of the men, and when the herring was put away in the cart, the master said that it was all right for him to give a bottle of rum to the company, because he had got his stock home, and that every man would be forced to give a bottle also when he would get the herring home.
As readers, we can only conclude that getting enough herring for even one man in a time of herring scarcity is a feat noteworthy enough to justify some sort of compulsory celebration. As a man gets his 'stock' of herring, Indeed, the modern anti-hero struggles against unequal odds, as does our narrator, who seems about to make a premature visit to the sea bot tom; and in our selfish concern for our own problems, we hardly appear to care. Will he be saved from the dreadful peril and live to narrate again, or will he perish in waters that tell no tales? Unless he is implying that the events of which he has told us were so much more horrific than the ordinary dangers which can (and should) be forgot ten, the narrator appears to have become illogical. The story line has wound down, yet a kind of nervous energy continues to drive the narrator forward. He chatters away like an overwound toy abandoned by its bored owners.
Common
This unfortunate tendency to advance inexorably, against all reason, be comes more evident as the story approaches its actual, physical end. Keep ing in mind the paragraph just cited, note the similarity of the one which follows it:
We have been in peril many times with wind and it is in snow the most tempestuous time I ever spent on the ocean. Nevertheless, when we would get into port, the danger would soon be forgotten.
Our narrator obviously has no ear for style; his use of repetition is child ish and not oratorically effective. Note the flabby parallelism: "I have been at the herring at very stormy times" /"We have been in peril many times." Also the dogged reiteration of "forgotten": "but those times are all forgotten by me"/"the danger would soon be forgotten." A less-than lively logical arrangement in these two paragraphs seems to be responsible for the linguistic bleariness. In both paragraphs there is a basic balance and The "many a time" trope has begun to drum rather insistently in our ears.
We also begin to hear the familiar sounds of another construction, that of "nevertheless" ("ny yeih"), which usually signals the great turnabout in us to the fact that he was telling a story at all. We were simply there with him as he griped and groped his way through a long night among drunks.
If he were doing much more than talking to himself, we were not made aware of it.
But now we are about to enter the final paragraph of the tale, after which our narrator will fall silent again for centuries. This is the point at which he must decide to remain unconscious or reveal himself as a humble storyteller after all. True to his timid persona, the narrator compromises.
Thus, the last paragraph begins on that same personal, endearing note, and ends with a surprising change of tone: Nevertheless, we love him for it, and for all his other little foibles. We re joice in the fact that he preserves his crusty idiosyncrasy to the end, exalt ing the process of emoting over that of persuading. We would have to say that the narrator's character irradiates the story, gives it form and raison detre. We might say that he has heard nothing about the fiction-making process, in which telling a story is different from living the story, and giv ing something a beginning, middle, and end, or rhetorical form, is a way of distancing it from oneself and one's actual perceptions. Of all that and more, the narrator is appealingly ignorant. Whatever compromise he makes at the end can only be viewed as a wave of the hat at some distant, foggily perceived tradition.
To the end, the narrator resists the inevitable winding down of the story by a frenetic and artificial winding up ?thus the catalogue. But sud denly, inconceivably, comes the awareness that the story is indeed over, that he has told all he can and all he wants, that language and experience are both spent. At this moment, he has successfully defoliated a large area of consciousness; there is nothing left to tell us, nothing left to perceive.
